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.estled elese to him as they
out to diner, all three very

-a loquacious, and the two
-keeently conscious of the girl's

development, of the serious
~kSage' in her, the scarcely sup-
P.lmed exuberance, the sparkling
ase splendid bodily vitality.
As they dntered the dining-room:
"Oh, Mescham. I'm glad to see

You. she cried. Ingdbulsively, taking
the little withered man's hands into
both of hers.

There was no reply, only in the
baratbest eyes a sudden mist-the
lrt 0io8 his mistress had passed
"D"d do you mind if I run down

a lmoset to see Lizzie and Janet
AW 'Amanda?. Dear. I'll be rght
-bacek-" She was gone, light-
feted, eager, down the' service
tabire-a child again in the $wink-ANWg of an eye. The two men.
vaguely smiling. remained stand-

Muss she returned. Meacham
Mse1 her. She picked up the
blossm beside her palte, saw the
atker at the unoccupied place op.
posite, and-her eyes suddenly filled.
There was a moment's silence.

then she kissed the petals and
placed the flower in her hair.
"My idea," she began, cheerfully,

*4s to waste no time in life! So I
think I'd like to go to, the theater
all the time--"
The men's laughter checked her

and she joined in.
"You 4o uiderstand. both of you!"
he Inaslste" "You're tormenting me
and you k~Uw it! I don't go to the
teatet to, amuse myself. I go to
tltbrm myself-to learn, study, im-
prove myself in the art of self-ex-
pression-im, you are a beast to
grin at me!"

"Steve, for heaven's sake, be a
hunian girl for a few moments and
have a good time!"

' "Thars my way of having a good
time, I wish to go to studios and
see painters and sculptors at work!
I wish to go to plays and con-
certs-
"How about seeing a real author

at work, Steve?"
"Yogr spe divined with a dainty

sniff.
"Certaihly. Come up any morning

and watch- genius work a lead-pen-
cil. That ought to educate you and
leave an evening or two for danc-

"Jim, I positively do not care for
Parties. I don't even desire to
waste one minute of my life. Ordi-
nary people bore me, I tell you-"
"Do I?",
Sometimes, she retorted, with

delighted ; malice. And turning
swiftly to, Cleland Senior: "As for
you, darling, I could spend every
minute of my whole existence with
you and not be bored for ona sec-
ond!"
The claret 'n Tohn Cleland's glass

--claret forbidden under Dr. Wil-
iner's regime-glowed 'like a ruby.
But he could not permit Stephanie
to return without that old-fash-
loned formality.
So John Cleland rose, glass in

hand. his hair and mustache very
white against the ruddy skin.

"Steve, dear, you and Jim have
never brought me apything, but
bhappiness-anything but honor to
my name and to my roof. We wel-
oeme you home, dear, to your own
place among your own people. Jim
we have the honor-our little Ste-
phania! Welcome home!
The young fellow rose, smiling,

and bowed gaily to Stephanie.
"Welcome home," he said "dearest

of slaters and most engaging in-
murgent of your restless sex!"
That night Stephanie seemed

possessed of a kay demon of de-
ujonstrative inischief. She con-
versed with Jim so seriously about
his authorship that at first he did
not realize that he was an object
of sarcastic and delighted maece.
When he did comprehend that soe
was secretly laughing at him, he
turned so red wth surprise and in-
dignation that his father and Ste-
phailde gave way to helpless laugh-
ter. Seated there on the sofa
across the room, tense, smiling, tri-
umphantly and delightfully danger-
ous, she blew an airy kiss at Jim:
"That will teach you to poke fuyat me," she said. "You're no longer

an object of fear and venteration
just because you're writing a book!"
The young fellow laughed.
"I am easy," he admitted. "All

authors are without honor in their
own families. But wouldn't it sur-
prise you, Steve, if the world took
any book respeetfttlly?"

"Not at all. That's one of the
reasons I don't. The opinion of or-
dinary people does not concern me,"
she said with gay impudence, "and
if your book is a best'seller it ought
*to worry you, Jim.",

"You don't think," he demanded
sadly, "that there's -anything in
me"

"Oh, .Tim"--swiftly remorseful--
"I was joking, of course." And,
seeing by his grin that-he was, too,
turned up her nose, regretting too
late her hasty and worm-hearted
remorse.
"How common, this fishing for

praise and sympathy!" she remark-
ed disdai pfully. "Dad, does he
read hi. Immortal lines to you at
inopportune inoments?"
Cleland Senior, in his arm-chair

white-haired, deeply ruddy, had
been laughing during the bantering
passage at arms between the two
he loved beat on earth.
He seemed the ideal personifi-

cation of hale and wholesome age,
sounds as a bell, very handsome,
that the flush on his face seemed
rtther heavier and deeper than the
usual healthy colour.

"D~ad," evclaimed the girl, im-
pulsively. "you certainly are the
best-looking thing in all New York!
I don't think I shall permnit you to
go walking alone all by yourself
any more. Do you hear me?"
8he sprang up lightly, went

over and seated herself on the arm
of his chair, murmuring close to his
face gay little jests, odd, quaint
endearments, all sorts of nonsense
while she smoothed his hair to her
satisfaction. re-tied Jas evening tie,
patted his lapels, and finally kissed
hilm lightly between his eyebrows,
continuing her murmured nonsense
all the while:

'I won't have other women look-
ing sideways at you the hussies!
I4. jenanu. I 'shall hereafter walk
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out with you. Do You hear what
I threaten?-you very flighty end
deceitful manl Steve is goiag to

chaperon you eve waere you go."
John Cleland's le altered sub-

tly:
"Not everywhere, Steve."
"indeed, L shall! Every step yOU

tate.'
'No dear."
'Why not?"
"Because-there s one rather

necessary trip I shall have to make

-some day-"
A moment's silence; then her

arms around his neck:
"ad!" she whispered, in breath-

less remonstrance.
"Yes, dear?"
:Don't ypu--feel wel?"
UPerfectly."
"Then," fiereely, "doft dare

hint such things!"
"About the-Journey I spoke of?"

he asked, smiling.

"Yea! Don't ay such a thing!
You are not going! -until I go,
too!"

'it I could postpone the trip on

your account- "

"Dad! Do you want to break
my heart .and kill me by such
jokes?"

"There, Steve, I was merely teas-
Ing. Men of my age have a poor
way of" joking sometimes. I
mean to postpone that trip. In-
deer, I do, Steve. You're a handful
and I've got to eep hold of you
for a long while yet."
Jim overheard that much:
"A handful? Rubbish!" he re-

marked. 'Hend her ti bed at nine
for the next few years and be
careful about her diet and censor
her reading matter. That's all
Steve needs to become a real
grown-up some day."
Stephanie had risen to face the

shafts of good-natured Iacam
"Suppose," she said, "that I told

you I had sent a poem to a certain
magazine and that it had been ao-
ceptedy'

"I'd say very amiably that you
are precocious," he replied torment-
ingly.
"Brute! I did! I sent it!"
"They accepted it?"
"I don't know," she admitted, pink

with annoyance; "but it won't our-

priae me very much if they accept
it. Really, Jim, do you think no-

body else can write- anything worth
considering? Do you really believe
that you embody all the talent in
New York? Do you?" And. to Cle-
land Senior: "Oh, Dad, isn't he the
horrid personification of everything
irritatingly masculine? And I'll bet
his old novel is perfectly common-

place. I think I'll go up to his room
and take a critical glance at it-"
"Hold on, Steve!" he exclaimed-

for she was already going. She
glanced over her shoulder with a
defiant smile, and he sprang up to
follow and overtake her.
But Stephanie's legs were long

and her feet light and swift, and
she was upstairs and inside his
room before he caught her, reach-
ing for the sacred manuscript.

"Oh, Jim," she coaxed, beguiling-
ly, "do let me have one little peep
at it, there's a dear fellow! Just
one little-"
"Not yet, Steve. It isn't in any

shape. Wait till it's typed-"
"I don't care. I can read your

writing easily-"
"It's all scored and cross-written

and messed up---"
"Please, Jim! I'm simply half

dead with curiosity," she admitted.
"Be an angel brother and let me sit
here and hear you read the first
chapter-only one little chapter.
Won't you?" she pleaded with melt-
ing sweetness.
"I-I'd be-embarrassed-"
"What! To have your own sister

hear what you've written?"
There was a short silence. The

word "sister" was meant to be reas-
suring to both. To use it came In-
stinctively to her as an inspiration,
Partly because she had vaguely felt
that some confirmation of such mat-
ter-of-fact relationship would put
them a little more perfectly at their
ease with each other.
For they had not been entirely at

their came. Both were subtly aware
of that--she had first betrayed it by
her offered hand instead of the
friendly and sisterly kiss which had
been a matter of course until now.
"Come," she said, gaily, "be a good
child and read the pretty story to
little sister.
She sat down on the edge of his

bed; he, already seated at his desk,
frowned at the pile of manuscript
before him.

"I'd rather talk," he said.
"About what?'
"Anything. Honestly, Steve, I'll

let you see it when it's typed. But
I rather hate to show anything until
it's done-I don't like to have peo-
ple see the raw edges and the ma-
chinery."

"I'm not 'people.' How horrid.
Also, it makes a difference when a
girl is not only your sister but also
somebody who intends to devote her
life to artistic self-expression. You
can read your story to that kind of
girl, I should hope!"
"Haven't you given that up?'
"Given up what?'"
"That mania for self-expression,

as you call it."
"Of course not."
"What do you think you want to

do?" he askel uneasily.
"Jim, you are entirely too patron-

ising. I don't 'think' I want to do
anythIng; but I know I desire to
find some medium for self-expre..-
sion and embrace it as a profes-
sion."
That rather crushed him for a mo-

ment. Then:
There'll be time enough to start

that question when you grad-
,ute-"

"It is not a question I Jntend to
express myself some day. Aand
you might as well reconcile your-
self to that idea."
"Suppose -you haven't anything

worth expressIng?"
"Are you teasing?' She flushed

slightly.
"Oh, yes, I suppose I am *ealing

you. But, Steve, neither father nor
I want to see you enter any unconi-venitional profession. It's no good
for a girl unless she Is destised for
it by a talent that amounts to
genius. If you have that, it ought
to show by the time you grad-
uate-"

(To s Centued Neonday.)
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The Kingdom
ofthe Baby
By Loretto 0. Lynch,

An' Aekewledged Expert On An
Matters Pertaining So.Dessestie

Management.
VISITED the nursery of one of
America's wealthiest babies
recently. The. baby was just

all smiles and good nature, although
the day was warm enough to melt
several collars. He was playing
with building blocks on the floor
and semed to enjoy it.
The room was decidedly unfur-

nished. A very heavy linoleum
covered the floor. There was an

electric fan set high on 'a shelf.
Besides humming a tune baby en-

joyed, it'helped keep the air in mo-

tion. There was a large closet
which held the toys and the tiny
chsr and talbe baby used at meal
timnes. The windowsnwere screened.
And baby himself had on practi-
cally nothing but :a simple romper.
Not a bit of food was he allowed
except those: few things besides
milk which any mother may learn
about first haod at the local board
of health. And he was healthy and
happy and sweet tempered.

I could not help but compare this
baby's kizngdomi with several others
I have been observing. There is
the case of' Baby Bob. His mother
is-a poor young woman. She spends.
oodles of time ironing the fanciest
of beruffled clothes for her baby.
When he goes out, he does not dare
creep to develop his 'in uscles. He
is constantly on exhibition.
And when he criet'he immediate-

ly has something stuck into his
mouth. Why I saw this child given
an ice cream soda-a whole one for
himself-and the mother was- silly
enough to ask the balby whether he
liked strawberry or some other
flavor.
When we saw recently that some

of the babies brought up in the
tenements of a great city are tak-
ing prises for health we ought to
pause and give especial praise to
the brave little mothers of these
prise children who have won out
under such difficulties. Yet every
one of them will tell you that they
have followed the directions of the
board of health or the milk stations,
where there are folks that really
knew.
No .mother ought to permit her-

self to become too engrossed in
housekeeping to neglect one of the -

nations precious babies. During
the summer months especially, so
arrange your housework that you
will be able to give baby more thdn
one sponge bath a day. This is far
more iapportant for health and com-
fort than the cleaning of windows
or the dusting of' chairs.
No mother can etpect to keep

baby's milk lb proper conditifon
unless she takes the t,rqu$1le to keep
it in a cold place. There are on the
market several devices calling for
no ice. It is advisabile to look into
these before purchasing a refrig-
erator, however, tiny, Which re-
quires ice.
But if it is only a small dish-pan,

with a similar pan inverted over it,
it may be used as an improvised
refrigerator for keeping babys milk
cold. Milk left out of the refrig-
erator for even ten minutes is not
desirable. Think of this wh' n "iur
milk dealer leaves the milk at 5
a. m. on a warm morning and you
do not arise until 7 or N to put it
into thte refrigerator.
N'ewlect your housework. if you
must, but do net neget that
precious baby.
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The Rhymij
By Aline ]ichaels.
MEN of science have discovered
new disatsters for our race,
they- are zealous, so they tell

us eating In our prime disgrace.
They are men of wondrous learn-
ing earnest men and eloquent; they
grow tearful, being fearful of our
appetites' extent. So they paint a
vivid picture of the awful foods we
eat. cakes and custard, meat and
mustard, things too sour and things
too sweet. And they speak of
groaning tables, laden down with
roasted pig; turkeys, fishes, fussed-
up dishes, far too rich and far too
big. Say, I long to tell these chap-
pies who deplore our ample food,
groaning tables are but fables till
the food-sharks be subdued. And
they need not ever worry over
turkeys .-n my plath, should they

Open Season
For Flies

By Brice Belden, M. D.
HE house-fly multiplies during
the wainm months from April
to September. It has been

estimated that In forty days a fe-
male fly may have 12,000,000 de-
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Ig Optimist
show one, I'd not know one. having
met none since 'nought-eight.
Doubtless scienti~e fellows mean
well with their wine advice, but I
wonder how in thunder they sup-
Pose we'd raise the price? It is
twice as sure as shooting eats are
hard on many guys; 'tis no ques-
toin of digestion or eliminating pies.
There's no trouble over menus
fulled with cake and cavair; fist
at present, quail and pheasant are
not on our bill of fare. Eating
worries us, however; yea it keeps
us very sore; always fretting over
getting bread enough for one day
more; speaking sweetly to the
grocer when we go to buy some
beans. Yes, we dread it. asking
credit, for no coin is in our jeans.
Men of science have discovered food
makes trouble, without doubt. That

is clever, but they never tell us how
to do without.

Household
Suggestions
Dry groceries should be kept dry

and clean. The flavor of tea, coffee
and spices is injured by air and
moisture; therefore, store them in
airtight containers. Roasted coffee,
especially when ground, loses flavor
rapidly. Do not lay in a large stock
unless you can roast and grind ft at
home. The fat in chocolate may
turn rancid; so keep it cool .and
dark.

To clean light gray doeskin gloves
let the gloves soak in a saucer with
sufficient gacoline to cover them;
take out, do not squeeze, but let
the dirty liquid drip off. Lay on a
thick clean cloth, and with a dry
piece of rag rub down, working
from the wrist to the fingers. Con-
stantly change the surface of the
rag, for as soon as it gets dirty
it is apt to smear them. After this.
if the gloves are not quite clean,
put them through the same pro-
cess again and hang in the air,
A little care in washing is all

that is necessary to preserve the
brightness of scarlet, pink and blue
flannels for a long time. All these
colors require a nice warm lather;
dty soap must never be used on
them, and a teaspoonful of salt
should be added to the suds and the
rinsing water for scarlet and pink,
and the san,,quantity of ammonia
for blue. They should then be well
shaken and hung out at once to
dry. Articles of a delicate blue that
must be washed often are ruined by
careless washing.'
The Atlantic, the second largest

of the tour great ocoans, baa an
area of 30,000,000 square miles.

Tin in the Hebrides.
The recent discovery of deposits

of surface tin and traces of other
metals in the Hebrides has aroused
conalderabie interest In archaeolo-
gical circles, the theory having pre-
viously obtained that the tIn used
in the manufacture of Scottish
bron;. In prehistoric times had beets
imported from Cornwall. In this
counection it is neted that Scottish
bronse contains a targsr proportion
of lead than English bronse. . TheGaqili wood for tin is' "staoth,"
which also means "pewter." Hebti-
dean tin is said .to have more than
the usual proportion of lead. The
discovery is also believed to have
a Wearing.on the problem *of the
Cassiterides (Tin Jslangs) of clas-
sical wiltera. There are Gasic tin
plaq'e-nom9q its the liebrides andon tho mainland.

Drawn by
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How Often Do
YouEatRice?

By Loretto 0. Lynch,
An Expert om All Matters Having to.
Do With Dessestie Management.

OW often do you have rice?
Let me Dass on to you some

information gleaned from a

visit to the bungalow of a film ac-
tress in Los Angeles.
As an aid to a clear complexion

rice is invaluable, yet it might
easily become monotonous.
Voicing this sentiment, my host-

ess invited me into the kitchenette
to learn 'some of the delights of the
ricw bowl.
To prepare plain boiled rice, set

to boil about two quarts of water.
Pick over and wash one cupful
(one-half pound) of rice. Drop
into the rapidly boiling water slow-
ly so as not to stop -the water from
boiling. Occasionally lift the rice
from bottom with a fork. Rice re-
quires about twenty minutes boil-
ing.
Remove a grain and crush it with

the finger. If no hard center re-
mains, It is done. Drain it from the
water. Rinse thoroughly in a
strainer with running water. This
will give about four cups of cooked
tice..Spread it out on a shallow
plate and set it to dry in an over
with door ajar, or onl top of an as-
bestos plZate on the gas flamos.
When dry, .it is ready for serving in
the many delightful ways the peo-
ples of the world have invented for
this staple article of diet.

Orte of these simple ways is to
reheat the portion desired in a very
generous duantity of freSh milk in
a double boiler. It may be sprinkled
with a dusting of powderod sugar
and a few grains of powdered cin-
namo n.

For a change add a very few nice,
fat California raisins, or serve with-
out mtUk but a little meat gravy to
give variety to the flavor.
There are a number of dishtes

founded on rice not especially de-
signed to meet the requirements of
a defective complerxion. Ride pre-
pared as previously direoted may.
after it has dried. be combined with
canned tomato and minced onion
and green pepper and seasoning and
cooked to a turn. The men folks
are always fond of this.
Then there is a glorious rice tafel

of the Dutch East Indies. It is rie
cooked with minced or dried
chicken and pieces of boned white
fish, with a dash of curry as well
as the regular seasonings.
But the housewife who would use

rice for her family must first learn
to cool it correctly. Salt in the
proportion of one level tablespoon
to two quarts of what may be
cooked with the rice. Some folks
like a very little salt pork cooked
with the tomato, onion. etc., and
served with the rice. -If your family
does not liko rice, look to your
method of cooking it. The direc-
tions given in the beginning of
this article give e'xcellenit resulta
Of coui'se, a diet of rite and milk.

if persisted in for a treat length
of time, might not only betome
tiresome but it mitht also be insuf-
ficient for body requirementts. But
for a month or so. for those who
would cool down and for those who
coafebs to overindulgence in the
richer foods, you will Bnd it a wel-
come change.
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had to plahe myself to seavinee my-
self that it was all reaL
Vale ad La had two ther

guee besides us, they had bee
introdised as Mr. ad Ms. Petw
gill. a name which tIed thems veil
*NEX "et all through dinner
"U111610 " and "Aunst Mo.," and
once er twles I bad pulled Myself
up e-the verge of addressing the
In the samelaformal way.
seemed like old ftries to me. 70t
never. did two peple seem mere
ineengruous than they am the Usele
and Aunt of msotie, creamy-voteed,
provoestive Val.
Undo Ned-to give him the title

that just' seed to At-is a tail,.
rang,- gray-halted maE with big
hands and big cest that sbugle a
bit in CoErass gaiters when he
walks. He were a formal frack
Odat of the sort Menry Clay sgeted
Over halt a century ago, a 'bbild
shirt" with a low collar under it. a
ready-mado bow tie ad a sweeping
white mustache that seems part of
his costume. He kept stroking it
with knotted, veined old hands
guiltless of acquaintanoe with any
manicure, past or present.
At Art glance Uncle New seemed

like a caricature of a civil war
veteran. But his ruggId shoulders.
his clear skin and, above all, the
keenest, bluest eyes I've ever seen
make him a personality. He
breathes power and ruggedness, and
he has an air of being accustomed
to have people listen when his
drawling voice rolls out with its
slow air of Gaality.
Aunt Mollie is a dear little .14

lady, with apple cheeks, little
brown beads for eyes, and thick,
gray hair, parted In the middle and
crowning her head in neat braids.
Her figure is scant across the chest
and rolled out a bit under hEr
waist of brown shot milk. She wore
a round collar of tatting, a large
pink cameo - to fasten it and a
black velvet ribbon clasp In ame-
thysts on each of her round, pretty
white wrists.
WHAT COULD THET 1=11

Severe gold-trimmed spectacles
that would slide down from her
little fine nose as she worked, and
a bag from which she kept drop-
ping the gray wool -he was knit-
ting into socks even at dinner,
completed my inventory of the
dearest little old lady I'd ever seen.
Val seemed to adore the old cou-

ple, and they treated her If she
were the apple of their ey. And
yet they were precisely the sort of
people whom I would have imag-
ined holding up their hands in Pur-
itanical horror at Val's bizarre cos-
tumes and exotic manner. But she
and they were clearly on a basis
0( c6mplete understanding and af-
fection almost more complete.

I couldn't make it out. What
under the sun could this amazing
old pair see in Val Cosby? Di4n't
they disapprove of her? They are

clearly home folks from her part
of the country. Don't they know
the story of the way Val lured
Lane from his poor crazy first wife,
Loretta?
A question from Aunt Molie

promised an answer to one of mine
ere long.
"Miss Harrison," said she, "oup

Val tells me that you ain't from a

big city, either. It's wonderful how
you two girls have got on to city
ways. You got here firpt, though.
Are you real careful what folks
you let our Val meet?"
The little apple-cheeked old lady

wras peering at me inteitly. shrewd-
ly over her glasses. And out of the
tail of my eye I could see her hus-

Anecdotes of
H OW Thackery decided on the

name for one of his books is
revealed in the following anec-

dote. attributed to Mr. Philip New-
man, whose wife was a schoolmate
of the novelist's daughter, and
afterward kept up an intimacy with
the family. One day when Miss
Thackery and the future Mrs. New-
man were out for a walk Miss
Thackery remarked that her father
had started a new story but
was at a loss for the hero's name.
The future Mrs. Newman, with her
fiance in her thoughts, suggested
that the ame Philip might serve
the purpole. At that moment who
should collne up unobserved behind
the two girls but Thackery him-
self, who asked why the young
people were so deep in conversation.
Miss.Thackery 'revealed the subject
under discussion and told him her
friend's suggestion. 'Admirable'"
was Thackery's verdict. 'And now,
my dear," he continued, what is
your name?"* "Charlotte." "WelL.
that's a very nice name, too,"' he
replied, and he called, his tale "The
Adventures of Philip," and the
principal woman character Char-
lotte.*

According to Louis Calvert, author
of 'problema of the Actor,"," the
late Beerbohm Tree had not the
faculty of feeling the primary emo-
tions and projecting them, so to
speak. across the footlights. So he
was compelled to get his effects by
means of artifice. which-es in the
came of the orange he carried at
Woolsy-we.s seldom in accordance
with the true siinificanee of the
character depicted. Two curious ex-
ample, are gI n by Mr. Calvert of
this actor's ange ingenuity in di-
vising crowdicompelling business.
Wo could only mnake gvengelli's
deith impressive by felling acros
a table with him hread hanging ever
ete edge so that the audience saw it
upside down, with thse eyes staring
wierdly in death! And as the
Baron in "Jim .the Penmtan, when
Jim was lying dead in the cbair, and
he had to matte the audience realise
that he knew tlie forgqr was dead
he walked up to the body in an al-
most unconcerned way, passed his
hand over the brows, and coolly
wiped, the death-sweat off his hand
an his coat!
One of Presidept's Ijneelp's ers-

ful'habits was alwpays to "pay by
ceeque," but ene whdn-'a eertgin
clred rnain who had been defp
oid jobs around the White 3
ame. for his py it traspired that

he was unertain of his legal tasse
-negrees whoe had been glares often
were. Ibmot people would have
found it ditriculit te pa? by eheoque
in th'ese circumstances. Not se the
resourieful Mr. iuscols. He ~ok
his pen in hand as usnal,,and we
ant imagine with what a twinkle in

hise cye he comman~ded t1ge Riggs
vaaat-l 3a=a, o Washington toI

rl Marrie
band watehiag her With admirtag

al as he sat ti beek ise
ShIeftou chair. smoki bth an
oueutemed air the sort ef 1egar

whik emes wrapped in silver fo"
and dessa't some les theMa two 9eW
a dollar.
"Val knows all the pele I do

now. Mrs. Pettingill. babsly
yeu'll meet tip if you star hm
for a real visitL Thea you aeas
fer yourbit. I've an. idea you're
an excellent judge of 1paa asture.
Mrs. Pettingill," I said, with whet I
hoped was tact, for I found myself
wanting this little old lady to like
me.

"Merey. child, eall me Aunt Mel-
lie! You're our Val's friend and
that makes us feel kind& kin," she
said briskly, turning the heel la-
tently. and then resuming the
thread of her converestip. "Wfll,
now. I met one friend-or rather
acquaintance -of Val's I didn't
think was such great shakes. Is
she a lady friend of yours. too;
Miss Mason, Miss Evelyn Mason by
name."

, NO 11 111IND DIP N1INE.
"ge's no friend of mine." I re-

plied. and the v'ords burst out more
emphatically Man I realised Until
they were woken.

"I knew it!" said Uncle Ned, ris-
ing and coming over to shake MY
hand as it he had decided ,that I
was worth knowing. Thea he
turned to the little old wife with
courtly dignity. "May I speak ay
piece. Ma?"
"Go on. Neddie," she smiled look-

ing up from the stocking heel to
Bash him a glance of afection and
understanding that was like a bene-
diction.

"I take it we're all friends." he
said, and the compelling glance of
his keen eyes would probably have
made a traitor get up n. slink
from the room. "Well. Mollie and
300 met up with this Mason woman
when we were vacationing at that
sweel resort--Atlantic City. And
she kinds taking to some of the
folks we wasmwith. put up with the
old gent and his bride, too.
"And one day, conversational-like

when she finds where we come from,
and wherk we are heading to, she
starts on our Val. All she could
'twist and turn, she balls up. And !
had to set her straight. Maybe I
wasn't none too gentle. And, finally,
my firlde over there she calls the
turn just right. Tell 'em what you
said Mollie."
"'Twas Ned's idea." protested

Aut Mollie gently. "We figgered
out that this woman didn't under-
stand our Val-never would. So we

just 6thought that seein' as how
we'vq known and loved our Val a

number ot years we'd come to where
she lives and put anyone that
doesn't understand her, on the right
path. And at the same time, we

thought we'd find out a leetie more

about this Mason womarr. That
kind's easy to muzzle when you
get 'em worked up for fear you'll
kind of reveal the ways of their
minds to folks."
At this point. Vat spoke. And

now the cream of her voice had
deepened and had the thrill of sim-
pie devotion. Everything about her
revealed ,a primitive. .unspoiled
woman such as I had never

glimpsed-even when I saw her at
her best.
"Anne. have you listened to them'"

she cried. "Have you heard the two
truest friends in the world telling
their idea of service? They're go-
ing to leave the rknch they adore
and camp here in one of the cities
that stifles them, so as to make sure

that a malicious woman doesn't hurt
Lane and me. What am I going to
do to be worthy of such love?"
"What are you going to do?" I

found myself repeating. wondering
as I spoke what Val had already
done to earn such devotion.

(Te Be Centinued.)

'the Famous
pay five dollars to the order of "a
coloured man with one leg." The
bank honored the checque and kept
it as a souvenir, considering that so
characteristic a memorial of the
great- President was easily worth
five dollars.

Precious Memory.
The spinster waited two or three

hours to be admitted to the presence
of the man who visited their town
once a month to retail good advice
and his own proprietary medicine.
At last she was admitted.
"Yes, yes." said the brusque doc-

tar.
"I want to'know if influenza can

be transmitted by kissing?"'
"Beyond doubt, madam."
"WVell a man with a pronounced

case of Iiuessa kissed me."
"How lontg agotwas thist"
"Well Iet's see. I think it was

about two months."
"Why, miadamu2 No harm can oom.

to you now from tbc exposure. It
is quite too late."

"I know it," she 'sighed. "but I
just love to talk about it."

The Polite Betort,
Miggleton Is an extremely good-

tempored young man, and ho makes
a point of nice speakIng. One day he
was cycling along a broad road
when he emspled' aiend a lady, also
cyclin~g, who was wide of figure.
and uncertain as to steering. Fear-
ing an accident Miggleton reluct-
antly rang his bell gently and po-
litely, of course. The 'ady ahead
promptly wobbled frantically, and
ended up by dismounting with more
speed than grace. Miggleton hur-
ried to her assistance, to be met
with the spiteful remark, "Do you
want all the road?" "No. madam,"
replied Miggleton courteously. "I
abomInate selfishness. I was simply
desirous of being permitted to makce
use of the small portion which you
were not using."

In Safe Custody,
An old lady,.rtting in the boreh

of a country hotel, was, approached
by a young boy, who asked. "Can
you crack nuts? The old lady
smiled. "~No, my dear. I can't," she
replIed. "I lost all mny teeth years
ago. "Then." said the boy, ex-
tending two hands full of nuts,
"pleels hold these whIle I ge and
get some mote!"

Comfort Baby's Skin
With Cuticura Soap
AntFTcan Tku


